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WAZCZRNAZOAE VS 


THIS STRIP \s DEDICATED to PETER RICHARDSON -- 


NS GO To SteEP ANGELS UP ABOUE RISE AND SHINE 
MY BABY, CLOSE YouR & ARE WATCHING LITTLE , 4 Bie EARS! 
\ PRETTY EXES v1 BIG EARS fa A WAKEY WAKEY 
Z FROM THE SEY.,. SHAKE A LEG!.,, 


Conc. 5S 


JUST ONE TINY JAB 
AND You'll BE WE 
Wp ON THE ROAD TO 
o PECOUERY | 


WELCOME 
ote pels END! 


vate NPA Wiis DES cae 
NY IAB... LR ® 4 NoT Wpnine ME ; Ws HE Houe! 
ve! INTO A NoeoDt ! WY o\ ee 

2 lOURE AL 


HoLocRaMs! 


= 
15 TAKING Us To THe Zoo TomorRow, we CAN STAY AL DAY! 7 fay 


LOST IN A LABYRINTH THAT IS BEUS 
END, TANK GIFL CLUNG To THE 
WAU IN A VAIN SYMBOUC 
ATTEMPT To CUNG To REALITY, 


rer AND THERE IS No REAL SECURITY, 
NO CUPPLY Toy CAN SAVE HEP Now, 
NoR Guns, NOR BEER.--- HER 
REAUTY HAD BECOME CHAOS... AND 
HER WORST NIGHTMARE HAD Come 
TRUE veeee 


THEN IT DAWNED UPON HER THAT 
THIS WAS HEP REALUITY...- AS 
SHE ENEW, REAUTY CHANGES 
FROM DAY TO DAY, FROM SECOND 
To SECOND, FROM MOMENT TO 
(MOMENT + ore 


Y tus CANT ‘ 
OH NO,, 
NO seeees 


INSTITUTION FOR 
REPROGRAMMING 
SOCIAL MISFITS, A 
PLACE RENOWNED 
FOR (TS DIVERSE AND 
PERUERSE TECHNIQ- 
UESUSED FOR 
BRINGING PEOPLE 
A) BACK To NDRMALITY, 
THESE DAYS, BEUS 
END | USED 
MAINLY FOR: 
CONDITIONING 

a THE HUNDREDS 

OF MILITARY 
RENEGADES «+e eere 


TODAY THE WARDENS 
HAVE WHEELED INA 
PRIZE CATCH 

AND THE AUSTRALIAN 
ARMY HAVE 

a) PEPOSEDED 
ONE OF THEIR 
MOST EXPENSIVE 
STATE - OF - THE - 
ART TANKS prrees 


ResTHome 


RETARDED 


HEWD Bie EARS! 
my oe fare 
Nop z. 
OH DEAE! FANCY i™ k a (m Here Rides! 
BIG Efes CRYING! q ‘ ’ E ‘a A youliv 
I CANT BELIEVE IT. : w, : 5 To Tol-caT 


I FEEL RATHER 2 “ TOWN. 
LikKé CRYING bf aneer 


oa ae a Your PictetE 


AT THE BACE 
OF THE CAF: 
ANP WEL 
DRIVE OFF 


SONS eee 


WHAT THE HELL 


ARE YOU TALEING 


ABOUT Z Is THIS 
SOME STUPID 


PLOT To TRY AND 
TAKE Me BACK 
To MY CHILD- 


6 
! Ds 
SS 
OF urs BIT, ITS 
Love To HAVE 


FRIENDS WHEN 
ThiInes Go WRONG 
ISNT IT, PEARS? 


FOUR 
GRAPES DONT 
GET Nos€Y, OF J 

Else! : 


OF. ELSE WHAT 


OR ESE YoUL NobE ) HONK THE 
Our SECRET CODE, ./ HOFN, PING 


BOiNGID 


(tS CHAPLE 
Wit A MESSAGE 
Feom TRE Sour 
C t 


@nNO BE 


THEIR Touctesr 

Guy WANTS To meet 
OUR TouGhEest 

GvY in-THE ALEY 
PICHT \ow! 


SAL AHAT TIME 
ic 


\Ts THIRTEEN 


OH, BIG EARS You i 
Do SAY NICE Tues 
SPEAKING OF NICE 
THINGS, WHY PONT 
YO Go Toe Room 
23,S50Me OF {our 
FRIENDS ARE 
HAVING 4 PARTY! 


SVE NEVER. 
MET A BANANA 


HORN, FING THE 
BEeU! 


WELCOME To Room 23,A 
NIGHTMARE TO PEOPLE 
OBSERVING FROM THE 

OUT SIDE , HEAVEN To THOSE 

ON THE INSIDE. REDUCED To A 
STATE OF CHILDISH EUPHORIA BY 
MIND ALTERING DRUGS, JET GieL 
AND SUBGIRL GO THROUGH AN 
INTENSE COURSE DESIGNED To 
INSTILL AN (INHUMAN NEED FoR 
SYMMETRY AND ROUTINE ereeee 


SUBGIPL 
SuBeIeL! 
TAue To ME! 
WHAT THE 
HEWL HAVE 
THEY DoNE 
Te Youz.- 


AU DAY LONG! 
Fizzy Por! & 
HONK THE 
HORN, RING 
THE BEW 


ay Are 
THEPES No HELP To BE Z , lov mAD! WHAT 
FOUND IN THESE HALUWAYS. HAVE YOU DONE TO 
ONW THE OMINOUS. e MY FRIENDS 2..- 
LOOMING SILHOUETTE OF s 

Beus ENDS HEAD DOCTOR. 

(AND | MEAN THAT IN EVERY 

SENSE), THE TWISTED 

DOCTOR UNWIN «+++ 


MEETIT WITH 
You! WHat A Joy! 
WHAT A THunpe 
Mould OF Joy! 


Now gun 
STANVING ALONE, 
AUGNG TANE GIRL GuLpep 
HURRIEDLY, BACK HER sobs 
AND TRY To AND REFLECTED 
MAKE UPON THIS FAMILIAR 
Yourser SCENE. SOUTUDE. 
More BUT SOUTUDE WITH 
COMFTI BOLD! NO TRANQUILITY. 
JUST THE FAINT 
SMEW OF STALE 
URINE AND PUKE 
PERMEATING THE 
DAMP CONCRETE 
OF THE HALLWAY- 
A DISTANT CRY OF 
SOME POOR Sop 
BEING SHOWN 
HOW To UWE HIS 
UFE. THE ToUcH 
OF coARsE 
MATERIAL AGAINST 
HEF FLESH 


OH SHIT... You IVE Gor Te 
POOR SODS ve Vf FIND some ONE 
THEYPE NOT sAne! We GoT 
GonnA GET AwaY To Cer some 
WITH DOING THis 

To YOU..-.-.+ 

IM GoNNA HAL 

THE BASTARDS! 


HElWWo NuRsey! 
THE PORRIDGE 
WAS SALTY +++ 
AND F.IFFY WENT 
Nim BUMBUuM 
fi CANA HAVE 
Py Nore rizz\? 


Loosé Yout 
NuT> FoR THIS 
You INSANE 
BASTARD!-- 


How VERY BOLD 
OF You To SAY SO, 
You Mou. AND No, 
(AM NOT MAD, OK 
DEEP Fou! For 
You Must BE A BIT 
OF AFRUT AND 
NUT YouRSELE,, 


MARK THEE 
Wort, OTHER - 
Wise | WOULD 
NoT STAND 
BEFORE You 

IN MY PRESENT 
FRume! OW 
beeP Fouy!,,, 


AND THE CONSTANT 
FEEUNG THAT 
SOMETHING 
Betreg wars 
AROUNP THE 
CORNER +17 


rN 
| 
; 


SOMETHING REAL, 
SOMETHING Goob. 


Goss 


ARES 


OH SHIT. Nor 


wap BIGE i ; 1/ You As WeWSTEVEE. 


ov ie 2%" OH GoD. STIL, You 
Mave Your GOON | oe] fuwavs WERE 
Fipate : FUCKED. ++ | CANT 
: : y HANDLE ANYMORE 

OF THIS. (TS AL 

TOO MUCH, JUST 

TOO MUCH reree 


Bed SPUSH SPLOH K 
SPusH!., 


THINK! THINK You STUPID “Hey SAY THAT 
BITCH -You CANT ET Wh Gerotr oF “sre 
THESE BASTARDS GET oa Hs 
T You. THERES GOT TO Y Lips 
Be SOMETHING--- bese Here 
SOMEONE... | RA WEEK +’ 
Just ONE TEENY 
WEENY WEEE ++ 


Be AWAY ouT!,, 


oe uit - THERES ALWAYS HOPE 

N PPEDS WHEN YOu CLENCH YOUR COME ON BIG Ss, V Me ANDTH 

THESES Aunts A [ NI TEETH , THERES A Buzz lets SEE tar Bors AU! ie 

Wl OOF OF NY 7g TEA OF UE wien You FORCE CHEESEN ORIN! + COME UF WITH 
SCONE sBAlvi JAA. ove PUPS To OPEN Feet Late A, fe 


PLAN. DO You 
WANT In ?., 


WHAT ABE vod 
CRAPPING ON ABOUT? 


ATAU ARES | 
iy 


leTé GET HER 


7 vim. Heres 
THE POTTING STRAPPED INvse 
SHED - NO SIGN 7 
OF CAMP KoAIA! FR \ 
a 3 


COU i 


HERE COMES 
THE LEMONADE 


Ke 


POINT IN STRUGGLING 
MY DEAR BIG EARS - 
Youle BREAK ONE 
WAY OR ANOTHER- 
THis (S THE MOST 
POTENT SOCIAL 
CORRECTION 
serum ON THE 
WeereT! Youlw 
sPUN CRYING FOR AN 
Mummy WHEN = | 
(M THROUGH 
wit You! 


y 2G QS&, 


fi 


Wh 4 
EN 
a 


re 


4 


OBLEMS AND WELL GIVE Yov THE SOLUTIONS , TAKE OUR SOLUTIONS AND 
| aN EIN NORE PROBLEMS. WHAT (Moke CAN {00 DD WITH LEMONADE IN YvUP BLodD, 

TH LEMONADE IN NOUR BEAINZ TuRQvo\>e, BWE ,Sk1 BWE, EMERALD GREEN , RED, Ped, RED 
AND CLEAR, THE COOL CLEAR WIS |on) THROUGH LEMONADE. | UNDERSTAND ALL No BLOOD ANN MOPE, 
oa LEMONADE. CHove on ir BITCH.cive Us {bug 800d AND Wei GIVE YOV LEMONADE- 
Join US-ToIN OUR MERRY MERRY Go ROUND. THERES A NERY COOL CLEAR VISION THROUGH A GLASS 


LEMONADE. CHOKE ON IT BITCH! .., 


WEW HAVE 
To TRY Some- 
THING A UTNE 


lets SEE 
le WE CANT 
(SsOlATE 
\ Hose wien 
: , 4 TAL 
DO You THiwe lnoos: 
IM sort!?,., GY ‘ 2 ¥ 
+1 COME ON, 
YOURE GONNA 
HAVE To Do 
Better 
THAN THAT! ¢ee 
| DONT BEND 
THAT EASILY!,, 


SOMETHING 
More 
PERSONAL »» 


ALRIGHT, BIG EARS mY 
LOVE, LETS see WHAT 
b WE CAN SEE ++ 


TANK GieL, WHATS 1 
THE MATTER 2-06 able 
ARE YOU Ok Z-+, Suite. 
Youle BEEN ne vdney 
SCREAMING IN SHHHIT! 
Your Seep ACAIN! po0etee 
soBls, 


Z 
gy 
G 
Y 


Two DAYS LATER | 


AND NOW OUF 
SPECIAL REPORT 

ON THE RECENT 

DISTURBANCE AT 
BEUS END HOSPITAL- 
THE BREAKIN THAT 
OCCURED AT TWO 
OCWCK LAST NIGHT 
Has ARouseD GOVER— 

NMENT INTEREST IN 
THE RUNNING OF THE 
INSTITUTION AND THE 


H NEWLY DUBBED 


MecHAic: METHODS 
PRACTISED ON ITS 
PREMISES +++ 
HOWEVER , THE 
WHERE ABOUTS OF 
THE SEVEN 
ESCAPED MIUTARY 
RENAGADES |S UNENOWN.,, 


SOMEWHERE ELSE -+- 


LETé TAKE 
TASMANIA! 


ak 


i hx 


a 


POUCE ARE WORRIED FOR THEIF 
SAFETY AS THEY WERE ONLY HALF 

WAY THROUGH THEIR TREATMENT 

AT THE TIME OF ESCAPE ver eeee 

(TS RuMovreD THAT THE OUTLAW 
KNOW AS TANK CIBC WAS SPoTTED 
NEAR THE SCENE OF TRE CRIME. 

THe MiUTARY AUTHORITIES HAVE 

BEEN ALERTED AND A CRAcE 

TEAM OF ARMY SUPER SMES 

HAVE ALEEADY STARTED THE 4 
SEARCH FORTHE SEVEN ESCAPEES, 


Sana faven (PONG Now OVER TO 


11 


WINCY FOR A 
look AT HE 
TTS 44, (M 
SORRY -DID I 


(W \ 


FORCE TEN To RINGAROOMA BAY» 


ONE EVENING MANAGING DIRECToR CLEO CURT 
FOUND ONE OF THE COMPANY SECRETARIES, BEN , 
IN TEARS... - 


NOW, MY DEAR, WHATS ALL THIS 7 


SHE WonT 
LEAVE ME 


| GET So ANNOYED... 
J) (THATS 4 very BECOMING = yy (mo 


d BNE?) = 
SHIRT YOU'RE WEARING Bev! ‘ 
My DEAR ..-/ Mil\ Bip) (CS 


ri. 


On ee ~<y 
SO EMBARRASSED... Y THERES WES * St Just avy 
( Yn ne, > A) HIM SOME - 
WHY NOT SIT OV Uy, Money...§ THING 

MY KNEE TOTAKE Y 

That cerrer?! 


SORRY, DOUGLAS, BERYL 
CAN'T TALK RIGHT Now, 
SHES HAVING A 

Boarp MEETING!! 


IM AFRAID | HAD Too MUCH 

To DRINK AND |--- Geis 

UM... LET My PERSONALIT 
t 


There. Tere DEAR! 
y DON'T worRRyY ILL HAVE 
AWORD with BERYL! 


THEN IN SEPTEMBER WE WENT 
To A CONFERANCE . SHE WAS AFTER 
ME ALL EVENING--- 


SINCE THEN | HAVEN'T 
.BEEN ABLE To Look 
HER is The EVE... 


/ 

FISH AT ALL: 

ey REMoVED aye 
BRAINS BY SKILLED MAR 


4 * ARE 

UNA ‘FISH A 
i ARE IN FACT 
WHALES 
SURGEONS! 


ALIEN REAGAN! 
SULLET DODGIN 
REAGAN CLAIM: 
» THE QCCUPEN’ 


G B MOVIE STAR RONALD 

IS HE WAS ONCE VISITED BY 
IT OF A FLYING SAUCER WHO 
PROMISED HIM GREAT FAME! HE HAS SINCE 
APPEARED IN THE EVER POPULAR EVE OF 
DESTRUCTION! 


if 


A Computer 


il 
re) i 
V7 / 
8/7 INE 
— If you're not now, you'll be one pretty 
soon! Those Salt Lake City weirdos, the 
same folk that launched the Osmonds 
into a world too stupid to resist, have fed 
the names of everyone on the Planet into 
@ super computer. Even as you read this, 
they're working through the list baptis- 
ing us all into the Mormon faith! 
So come on down! 


You are a Mormon! 


BATS IN HIS BELFRY! 
UNDER THE INFLUENCE oF 
MORPHINE HOLLYWOOD WEIRDO 
BELA LUGOSI BELIEVED HIMSELF 
TO BE COUNT DRACULA! 


4 
. 


EKALTADETA 


Australian experts have unearthed the 
remains of a carnivorous kangeroo! 

The skull of the Killeroo, named 
Ekaltadeta by Ozzy boffins is over 20 
million years old. 


Standing over fifteen 
foot tall and armed with serrated molars, 
the Killeroo was definitely not the kind 
of roo you'd invite to your Barby! 


(© COPYRICHT 1988. SHAKY KANE 


seassesieniencasecinit 


Exeeihe 


saa 


Sleep deprivation can have mind-blowing effects! ; 
Marathon wide-awake boy, Peter Tripp, attempting 200 sleep- 
less hours, ran screaming into the streets crawling with imagin- 
ary insects, while being chased by an ‘undertaker’ in a suit of 
worms! : 

Pass the pro-plus Peter! 
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DOE 


CHAPTER 1 


by 


HO CHE ANDERSON 


~ mers es a . - gece 

. YER 

Gonsume By GUILT, Connie 8 Ben Pi age NOW Cee THAT: rey 
HEARTED ON 


/ 
DANO z Se My GUILT ae 


Ge 
“HAS PRE 
o— FROM ENTERING | 


are 
2 90%, or Ve cr ILLED 
V4 KIDS AND & ENTOY (th “= Dan THIS 
EVEN THOUGH I KNOW T'M 


DAMNING ease FIN THE 
Y 


as 


pgatadde? 


— =, %, — =, 
You DMRY fo TH Sd 
LOOKED INTO THE FARCE QOD SPAMN You LORD ites You 
OF LUCIE | AND WHER! YOUR, tae OF FA ire, WOMAN, AND 
‘Ou SAW your OWN FREE UR BIVIDED. \ T HATE 
aS YOU PID “e EUINCH You § LOvRL %728 RUNNING LX, you. 
GOT RIGHT ON THE HORN F SNOT, YOU 
AND TOLD he ONLY MAN By A MERI INGUE. YOUR 


NoT 
KURA 
HUSERIIO Ae xyd De ea a un OU ca \ 
PEND ON YIU AND Words PURITY 
SOUVN. BING AD LOYALTY 


LL-- 


se MAMMMM 7... 
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COOKIE 7 
IT'S AFTER FOUR... 
WH RARE You 
STILL DOING 
uP? 


Yene> LT COULD TELL. & 
HAVE To Be HONEST, 
coolle, you WeRe came 

Lapel CRM 
eon ae ze 


W, 
FAN'S GOT M usa Lys 
Mastit Nas Wer coma COOD.. 


Bike Sent 
EVEN? Sone" 


M RERLLY TIRED SO 
Z APPRECIAT: pats 


WE FUCKING KICKED TO- DANNY? YOU CAN'T DEN 
NIGHT, MAN, WE-WeE-- WE ARE ONE OF THE 
LIKE, WE KICKED THE BEST QUARTETS IN TO. 
FUCKING Hous pO YoU CAN'T DE 


R UP 
YOUR ASS JUST 
YET. 


Wl 


WE HAVE , ; 
PLAY LIKE THIS-- THIS |S WHERE 
2, INA COUPLE YOU BELONG. 
OF WEEKS-- SOLELY. 


E THINKS 
ak OVERWE 


IF YOU'RE 
SO SCARRED, SNUGCLE 
WITH ME UNDER THE 
COVERS. 


A MAN 
OUGH LIKES TO HAVE 
WE}. -yo THING TO HOLD 
THING O ines ON “TO. 
a | WHEN ARE 


Yat Ea gee ea 
WN" asec: 


hast 


ALTH 
NOT REAL 
GOT SOM 


Ss (= 
YOUR Mi 
TONIGHT 


isl 
ai 


& 


EALOUS. 
UY Wone, 
GIRL. 


H WELL, FUCK You 
FOR SHOWING» HOW 
YOU LIKE THAT? 


CAPACITY 
FILL 


WE HAVE TO KEEP THIS 
HT 7 IT'S RERLLY 
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WARD, 
THE FUCKING BAR 
CAN HOL 
ALMOST 60 PEOPLE 
MOST OF THEM 


YOU 
SIZE! 


HO-HOLD ON 
SECOND, BUD. 
DON'T BE IN SUCH A 
RUSH LEAVE ALL 
THE TIME. 


TELL en Ou CET ET THE 
SAME CHARS: Boe OUT OF 
Fue STUFF. 


You sEE> 
WANT 


YOU'RE NO i 
BLAYACTING You YOUR 
LITTLE SHIT 
ROUTING, = 
UNDERK- 
ST. BD. 


xO E 
piv eee eAtib ss 
z= IuUs ANT TO 
ZNOW \ Wey THE 
FUCK os DON'T 
THAT 


ME AND GOO WANT T 
W WHAT You CLAIMS oe 
RESPONSIBILITY FOR 


KNO 


Ts st SA ex ee a. ee 
IT'S 314% pak 
ae THE AM ANDY Wit usive ‘hope BON es A PAID ABVERTISE- 
THE NEW APS 
77 Wb 


ER 
IT, WILL IT? MY ER IDS 
STAY TUNED s You've 
COME ats, RIGHT 


eacerseee © 


TO BE CONTINUED... 
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i 


<, seal 
ee eee 
. 


LOOKIT THIS, PIPS— 
“THESE 'POPSTARS' ARE GETTING 
YOUNGER AND YOUNGER — 


Yen, AN ARMY OF 
PRE-PUBESCENTS FROM 


ER, EXCUSE ME, 
GIRLS, I'M MARVIN 
WELARVIN , DID I 

HEAR YOU'D Like 
To BE POPSTARS? 


Py 


oeee 
. 


Hos These Two 
GIRLS IN THE 
LOCAL LAUNDERETIE? 
WHY, IT’S PIPPA 
AND ELIZABETH , 
WAHING THEIR, 
<LOTHES , 
WITH This WIRED 
WORLD SITTING 
WITH ITS Bolom 


A on THE BUTTON, 


_ IT’S NICE To See 

SOMEONE HAS 

TIME TO Keep 
THEIR SMALLS 


/ MARVIN M<LARVIN, 


THE FAMOUS POP 

ENTREPENEUR 7 

HERE TO PASCOVER 
us los 


NOW - HERE'S 
THE WORDS , JUST 
GIVE ‘IT ALL You GOT, 
GoZING TALENT ag iy 2 igo 
; i) UL, 
LIZ! THIS IS WHAT etc... 
1WAS ON ABouT/ e 
WE'LL SHOW THOSE 
GIBSONS AND 


DISCOVERED 
LAUNDERETtE! 


0h \oiely BB) 


\ovely we He jn 
\ove Y Take me 4 ~ We can gots the 
were and dant rr e cinema Shu con JJ 


Seat ths horses. buy me ae icecteom 


Sif thats alcight 


pouch ™ 
bum of Il 


sla Sov. 


med 


y Ip 


00H , MR. MeLARV! 


THANKS FOR MAKING 
VS INTO FAMOUS PoP- 
on my! IT'S A HIT . STARS SO Quick: 
ALREADY ! WE'LL TAKE : 

OVER THE WHOLE Top 


CAN | GET You , ELIZABETH, 
To DO some EXTRA 
BACKING VocALS > 


‘LAY DOWN SOME 
TRACKS UP my Ass’, 
‘GO WAIT IN THE 
CONTROL Room’. 

, WHY NOT Go Home 
AND DIE, PIPPA , 
YOU'RE SuckING 

EGGS HERE’... 


“ RADAR DISPLAY , ARTIFICIAL 
GRAVITY , FLIGHT COMPUTER... 
('m SURE THESE THINGS AREN'T 
REALLY NECESSARY To THE ie 

RUNNING OF A RECORDING STUDIO, 


HECK! THERE'S 
SOMETHING ScREWY 
ABouT THIS 
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a FY WHAT IN HIGH 
A HECK'S GOING ON adil 
a A 4 ALIENS FROM THE PLANET 
A TERMINALLY UNFASHION, 
ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE GALAXY. 


HEY! THOSE ARE 
OUR CLOTHES /// 


—AND SINCE 


HOW COULD 1 GIVE Your story Is 


You POOR ALIENS ] So sap ane 
CAN WE HOPE TO GET AWAY % MOVING, I'L LET 
ALL THE TRENDY cicTHeS You KEEP Liz's 
WE NEED TO save - UNDIES So LONG As 
You GET THE REST 
OF ouR STUFF 


CLEAR AND CRYSTALLINE 
VOICE YOU HAVE etc... 


| DONE BY Now. I'M 
SURE MR, MELARVIN 


THINGS TO Do. 


You BEST, \'D SAY 
You're A MITE 
JEALOUS OF MR. 
M‘LARVIN GETTING 
ME TO DO THOSE 
BACKING VOCALS. 


NB 


hg 


THAT BLOODY 
MACHINE'S EATEN) 
THEM AGAIN 


| aiemecoes RaSBaeaos 


ooo! 
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REPENT 


he LEGEND of 
SCUMBAG/ 


the 


1 EWN, 


WHO ARE THEY 2 
WHAT ARE THEY > 


MANCHESTER, LISTEN IN ON THE DEATH OF A LEGEND 1: FS 


GOD SPOKE TO ME LAST NIGHTm SA/O I'D BEEN 
A GOOD COP: IT SPREAD THE WORD, SPREAD 
THE GOOD WORD // 

YOU KNOW =COUGH! 
GOD APPRECIATES 
THAT wi TUL P 
GET MY REWARD 


wy PROMISE ME MY WORK SOLONG J/IM- 
: ONT CIE WITH ME |: YoU ON 
WOSUGH TE CARRY ON SEG Yo 


oo 


i 
irr you'RE A 
(IN Goop Boy , You 
J KNOW THAT TLL 
/]} PUT IN A GOOD 
A WORD FOR 
fi 


wp 
tl 
Mi a 


\ 


(? 
4 
tn 


WVJANCHESTER MORTUARY 


LATER THAT NIGHT wi 
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THIS IS BIGT-V.NEWS- AT 6-98 
EUROTIME - THOUSANDS OF 
LONDONERS HAVE REPORTED 
SIGHTING THE GOD-STAR BRIAN 

=~ ONES OVER 
HYDE PARKw 


THE APPARITION 
OF BRIAN |S 

TRADITIONALLY 
THOUGHT TO HERALD 
HISTORICAL CHANGE! 


THIS WAS REAGANS DAY |'D 
SWEAR THIS WAS A PUT-ONm! 
OVER TO YOU JAN = 


| 


REPORTS JUST IN CONFIRM 
THAT THE TABLETS 


RECENT EXCAVATIONS 
- AT STAMFORD HILL 
ARE IN FACT THE 

REAL MEcoy! 


Pz 


BIG T.V a pn ee 
PRESENTER AND MEDIA 
SHOULD GIVE CELEB JIM ANDER? ON 
THE DIED LATE 
Settee =. LAST NIGHT! 
HI 
JIM EARNED 
WHAT DO You | | THE NAME 
THINK JACK ? Ses ‘GOPS COP’ WITH 
= aw HIS REACTIONARY 
VIEWS’ ON ; 
DEVIANT . 
BEHAVIOURAL 
PATTERNS «tt 


DURING A_STIN 


COMMISSIONER 
THE ULTRA RIGHT WING 
MANCHESTER 
NIGHT STICKS IN 
THE LATE 80o0’'s!? 
FY PITY YOU MISSED THAT. 
LAST ITEM, HEY JIMBo? 
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Eves are watching from A hidden Room... AN UNKNown Killer is PRowLing 
the Night :- An evil chuckte echoes: down 24 Shadowy CoRRidoR-'-- 


Ju the fowek the bert is ringing. TTS... pe as, 


Dr. Mordicus is working Late, — 

examining PecutiaR patteRas ’ [phate 

Scrawled oN A StAined EY y finaly Understand. 
Piece of PARcCAMeNnt, « ‘ E = 


Un observed, Alma, the Docfor’'s 
Assistant, is eaves dRopping--- 


x pe ee 
You Eau Know that & 


hide fer 
Me, ike Treyes oe 


Minutes Later... faa ThE Sounds. 


NXg Beast that curses that heavy 


/ Why Shouid I share 
what T've Learned wrth the 
others ? 


i Police Report Another victim 

in the SeRies of CoRKScRew MuRdeRS 
ae ~ > currently fteRRoRiziny the erty. The | 
= eo g KiLLer ~ Whe has beew dubbed 


"the WheezeRr-:- GB E 


you Like the 
Music Fr 


BD because of e@ar-wWitness cea 
f heavy , LAabored breathing ~ Is 


° 


my Lovlies @ 


if is Sooth ing 


AppARently Killing at Random, though 
Coincidentally Att victims happex fe 
have been Membegs of the medical 
professioN —~SCLICK = 


y} 
Kame 
‘rade ee”? 


Nes, yes, Sergeant ~ 
I know! I Simply 
most Apprehend 
the Madiac 

Responsible 

before moRe blood 
is spilled . 


Ris tet 
Lievtenan’: 
Z, Me ANd the beys 
Z were wondeRiNg-” 
Z dont 
f Meat that 
Shadowy FiguRe 
of the Night, 
RMR, 
ude dc involved, 


fo you? Rome 


OveR oN 
Fog ny: 


Victim wae 


For heaven's Sake, Sergeant ~ 
Geta grip ow yourself F 
yn. MurmuRk is A fairy taie 2 
He Simply does’? exist J ny. one 
YN his Right mind would believe 
~ in Such 
utrer 
twaddle/ 


31 


Bet I've heard 

you Know how te 
Contact Mr. Murr, 
You most get this 


Now, Now, We 
stay caim... T 
onty have fo 
make A few 
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see VIR. Turnmur Sits in bis Secret 
hile away , cowtemplating his 
eveNing Matl ... 


Meanwhile, in A deserted Warehouse... 
, — ZA == & 
= = A NaS a 
SSS 
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SLinking out into the wight, MR.) 
Murmur dvsappears inte the Shadows. 


Hamm... Once Again, the City | 


eanwhile ~ Ac ° : 
a. m ihe See ss HeH..HeH...Esteemed Members of 
é the medical profession :.: An 


‘ = J orthodontist, A Rad (olog ist, 
= A CRANIAL Specialich..- 


MAT 
io TN 


LA psychiatrist, AS welt AS A : : 
CA A f ou wll Continue 

decidedly disreputable plastic Rae Pe 7 a ra 
seemed ep <0 xo 08 You Se nee 
SURGEON - Each of you is wokkrng fat CR +L 

on A piece ef The puzzle --: the Same 7are AS You ecenTly § 
P Seceased colleagues ~ Ait ver ¥ 
eniently fone iN --- by that 

MANiAc — The WheettR f 


ie 


Conv 


C3onTin véDpD---: 
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SOMEWHERE IN THE NORTH OF ENGLAND 


re 


oe 


Berory: nour Re 
AART: DIGRAEL DIEMON DRAUGATSMAM. 


ALOTTBES : Hv. pemci 


PEUPLED BY SPECTRES 
PROM THE WAKING Deeart. 


FIRST PERSON VARIATION ENDS | 
HERE > 
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eS ES 
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lige 
\\5 z i 


Pt 
fy 
=98 


a Za 


a " | 
But ly SIYINdOdNN AaigA ? 


in FINAL SHOWDOWY.. Uy 
| 


Ls 


iv 


{2 mA 
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TO BE-CONTINUED... 
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"IWAS BoRN IN A CROSSFIRE 
HURRICANE / " 


MILHOUS MILTON'S THE NAME- 


ZA WAJOR MILHOQUSMILTON . SINCE - P 


LOSING CONTACT WITH AIR 

CONMAAND LAST YEAR , | 
DISCHARGED THE S@URDRON, 
USELESS BUNCH OF RUBBER - 
NECKS THAT THEY WERE , © 
AND RECRUITED SOME OF THE 
WCAL FISHERGIRLS INSTEAD. 


B Danny and the Junior-Beot! 
erack sfut- Shocking News- 
Rezz Americon Naval 

base at PEARL HARBOR 
attacked by -Z2zqf- 
JAPANESE FLEET: 


i CRACKLE 


A\cepor ted Two THOUSAND 
\)S. casualties , Eighteen 
SyiPs sunk , Tree 
huadced AIRCRAFT out of 
action. President 
ROOSEVELT said today. 
ri Bzt- 
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SO HERE WE ARE ON THIS LITTLE 
(SLAND IN THE (MIDDLE OF THE 
PACIFIC, JUST A-WAITIN' FOR ORDERS! 


HEY, CHOCHO- GET ME ANOTHER 
As 


YoU HEARD THE RADIO 
MAN-WHICH WAY'S PEARL- 
HARBOR ? LASTONE A\R- 
eS BORNE'S A DOSED UP 
MUSKRAT! 


ANCE, 

MILHOUS MILTON 

WAS THE MAN TO 
DEALITOVT! 5 


GoND 


e 
es 
= 
( 
% 
S 
= 
0 
ln 
| 
19 
% 
e 
b 
© 
x 


4 1G OCE 
MAJOR MILTON! 


HEAPS UP, KiDS- 
THAT JAP FLEET'S 
DEAU AHEAD! 


c] AW THEIR MISSILES } 
AND FIRE AL THEIR 
gh PELLYGUNS-SHOOT! 


(T'S As much AS 1 CAN 
DO To KEEP OUT OF 
THEIR LINE OF FIRE. 
SUCH ENTHUSIASM !! 


GIRLS - LET’S 
Heap HOME / 


\T's A vicious 
WAR, GIRLS - MORALS, 
VAWES AREUPTURNED. 
STRENTH, POWER,* 
STAMINA IN THE FACE 
OF THE ENEMY ARE 
EVERYTHING --- 


HAH- INFERIOR WORKMANSHIP — 
THEY DIDNT KNOW WHAT HIT 'EM / 


TooLnEAD! )% 
“or Rw 
SB 


‘UL SEE You f 
WE HIT HOME TEN MINUTES pRess SNrORM BY 
THE BEACH HOUSE IN 


LATER. | RECKONED A 
CELEBRATION UIAS IN ORDER, 
MAYBE SOME SORT OF MEDAL 
CEREMONY To BOOST MORALE 
AMONGST THE MEN. \'M Such 


A WARM HEARTED MAJOR! 


pozz 
Crackle 
PRESIDENT 


DAWAS. John 
contally the 
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TEN MINUTES / 


HECK! GIRE 
YOUR LOINS- WE 
MUST SAVE THE 

PRESIDENT/! 


EM 80 TIRED THAT STUPID Tos 4] 
REALLY DRAINS ME! GODDAMN 
SHOP/ WHY DOES ANYBODY BUY 
THAT KIND OF STUFF ANYWAY 7 


uAAGH! GREETINGS CARDS? 
BPHOOEYIE GIFT BOXES /p14/ 
PREFAB oBseT 
DART... TUNK, 
AU OF (T/ 


WELL, HEY THERE, YoooRASSIL! 
|HOWSA ROOTS ?BEINE EATEN AWAY 
BY ENTROPY, HUH? DID THe SUN, 
\\ COME OUT TO SAH HELLO. 
TO YOU TOD? NO? 


! 

( WELL, PRK 
(\) IT. HE DIDN'T 
fh 
p : 


Saez 
. 
{\ 


HERE 4A GO, PLANT-BUDDY— A NEW 
POT FoR You. Too 


OKAY, FANG. HERE'S YER FOOD. Look) 
LM SORRY Z YELLED AT YOU If] 
WASN'T YouR FAULT. AW, WHAT 
SB AM Z TALKING TD A 
GODDAMN CAT Fog 


IT'S GONNA HAVE TO BE SOME OF THIS 
RT DORINOA MADE, THEN, 


SOMEONE ELSE CAN Do 
THE WASHING -UP/ 


I DON'T WANT To PLAY ANY OF 
THis STUFF! 4 


leit I GOTTA 00 SOME WRITING... BUT ITS 
JUST NO GOOD; IM NOT INSPIRED... TCANT 
RE-CREATE THAT FEELING WHEN YOU 
Z~ JUST GONNA BE GREAT. 
(OW'M I EVER GONNA 
BE A WRITER IF 
T NEVER WRITE? 


ipTHADA | 
TELLY, I COULD 
WATCH TY... 


d 
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He's A PILLO 
see 
70H... \ 
ra NO 
Le 
KS... 
9 =A |p 
J 
WI 
= 
Cla 4\°} 8 
LAIR 
QI} 
Y ™ 
) 
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DH. Production manager 


Chris Chalenor contemplates his 


Impending demise. 


( 


SPLATTER-METAL MONSTERS GWAR CONTINUE 
THEIR QUEST FOR WORLD DOMINATION. OR: DARK 
HORSE OFFERS UP PITIFUL TRIBUTE TO GWAR. 


by Chris Warner 


e never had a choice, 
really. When time came to decide 
on a musical feature for the first 
issue of DEADLINE USA, we just 
had to do GWAR; literally—we had 
to. Only the promise of this tribute 
to the Scumdogs of the Universe 
kept us as card-carrying mem- 
bers of this mortal coll. This 
tribute,that Is, in addition to a more 
personal offering Involving Dark 
Horse production manager Chris 
Chalenor. But we're getting ahead 
of ourselves... 

GWAR was first sched- 
uled to roll through town a couple 
of years ago. and we at Dark 
Horse were giddy with anticipation 
prior to their performance at 
Portland's premier underground 
club/dive/hellthole, Satyricon. 
Whispered rumors of GWAR shows 
told of a speed-metal bacchanal 
of grisly mayhem and sexual 
depravity. I'd caught only a brief 
glimpse of a GWAR show on 
video—! was dumbstruck—but had 
really no idea what was coming 
down the pike. I'd talked to a few 


Photos courtesy Of David Wilds and Heather Conrad. 


people who had seen GWAR (and 
lived to tell the tale), but they were 
incapable of more than vacant 
stares and Incoherent mumbling, 
mostly of the “You have to see it to 
belleve it” variety. The following are 
samples of so-called rock critics’ 
puny attempts to describe GWAR: 


* “Taking thrash metal sci-fi excess 
to its logical conclusion.” 


* “A unique blend of the Sex 
Pistols and The Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre.” 


* “A bloody and scatalogical 
parody of heavy metal music, 
GWAR comes across as opera for 
the crack baby generation.” 


* “Conan on crack meets a 
dyslexic Ramones.” 

+ “A Kiss-like blend of death. 
dismemberment and body fluid.” 


* “Combining Kiss with an entire 
issue of Gorezone.” 


* “Kiss in sensurround.” (Clever, 
these critics.) 


* “Grotesque bastard children of a 
Muppet anda Viking.” ” 


* “A cross between Stephen King 
and Jim Henson.” ; 


¢ “A Jim Henson heavy metal 
band.” (Did rock writers all go to 
the same high school of 
something?) 


« “A Spinal Tap for the 90's.” 


* “A distended outgrowth of Kiss, 
Cooper, the Plasmatics, King Kurt, 
the Beastie Boys, the Butthole 
Surfers, 2000 A.D., porn, TV, sick 
humor, David Cronenburg, and 


"KI your parents and 
send all their money to 
@QwarR.”" 


Flintstones reruns.” (Hey, you 
forgot the Muppets!) 

It sounded aimost as 
good as making fun of the Soup 
Dragons. 

Anyway, to the show we 
went, Satyricon is a smallish club, 
so the full-blown spectacle that is 
GWAR was not to be witnessed this 


day. Regardless, GWAR's per: 


formance (or “cannabalistic blood 
orgy,” sayeth GWAR) put to shame 
all insignificant written or spoken 
chronicle. Through an electric 
storm of deafening, merciless 
thrash swirled a bloody carnival of 
butchery, torture, decapitation, 
genital mutilation, and forms of 
debauchery so foul as to beggar 
description. It was both glorious 
and terrible to behold. 

Most shocking, however, 
was the realization that GWAR was 
not bent on entertainment; rather, 
their Intent was to actually kill all 
those foolish enough to be duped 
Into attending their “concerts”! 
Rock and roll is but a GWAR 
subterfuge, “the most convenient 
way to slaughter large amounts of 
young people at once,” according 
to GWAR singer Oderus Urungus. 
GWAR desires not rock and roll, 
but blood and souis! 

Luckily for the attending 
Dark Horse personnel, GWAR are 
amused by comic books, and we 
therefore barely escaped the 
wrath of this unholy murder 
Juggernaut. Only through much 
whimpering and promise of 
endless tribute were we spared 
the gory fate that befell those 
unfortunate enough to have 
passed through Satyricon’s doors 
that night. But our oath to serve 
and to help disseminate their 
brainwashing propaganda was not 
enough to please GWAR. Further 
oblation would be required when 
next GWAR returned: an offering 
up of Dark Horse flesh! Fearing 
that GWAR's momentary amuse- 
ment would turn quickly to 
avenging bloodlust, we agreed to 
their abominable terms. But who 
would we choose? Who would 
serve as the fatted calf? We 
quickly determined that since Chris 
Chalenor, our production manager, 
had cravenly left the club In a 


“There is no human I! would spend any more time 
with than what It takes to elther fuck or kill It." 


stupor before GWAR's entrance— 
and since GWAR’s demands would 
consequently be unknown to him— 
he would be the best possible 
candidate to slip the surly bonds 
of €arth. Besides, he's a 
vegetarian. The Irony was not lost 
on GWAR. 

But who the hell are 
GWAR, anyway? According to 
disinformation from forces who 
vainly endeavor to thwart them, 
GWAR are a group of artists and 
musicians from Richmond, Virginia 
who are out to parody the 
excesses of the heavy metal 
genre (although “heavy-metal 
Parody” is, by definition, 
redundant). Some say the name 
GWAR Is an acronym for “God, 
What a Racket” or “Grotesque 
Weird Anal Reprobates.” GWAR 
vehemently deny these 
allegations. Here’s GWAR's 
version: 

Somewhere between one 
and one hundred billion years 
ago—estimates vary—The Master 
of All Reality created the 
Scumdogs of the Universe, an elite 
group of warriors especially culled 
from the lowest dregs of 
genetically mutated filth. Some of 
these Scumdogs (later to be know 
as GWAR) were sent to Earth and 
immediately began to raise hell. 
They ate the dinosaurs, fathered 
the human race by consorting with 
apes, sank Atlantis, created the 
Sahara Desert (read about that in 
the GWAR comics immediately 


following this tribute), and so on. 
Angered by GWAR's ‘rowdy 
behavior, thé Master banished 
them to Antarctica, where they were 
entombed In the icy wastes. 

Thousands of years later, 
and fortunately for GWAR, a hole 
in the ozone was created by the 
prolific amounts of hairspray used 
by MTV pretty-boy rockers, and 
GWAR was free once more. 
Discovered by ex-Reagan aide 
Sleazy P. Martini (who's helicopter 
had fortuitously crashed-landed 
nearby), GWAR was transformed 
Into an exploitation musical act: for 
Martini, this meant tremendous 
sums Of money: for GWAR, vast 
quantities of blood, souls, and 
crack cocaine (Martini is able to 
control GWAR in this fashion, not 
unlike a typical musician/manager 
relationship.). GWAR has since 
recorded two albums, the 
Inaugural Hell-O and the Metal 
Blade release, Scumdogs of the 
Universe, produced by Ron 
Goudie, well known for his work 
with Christian rockers Stryper. The 
irony was not lost on GWAR. 

GWAR's lineup: 


* Oderus Urungus—vocals. 
“Priminister of the © Sinister, 
soothsayer of hated and defiled 
declavity.” A drunk, a pervert, a 
Junkie, and a sodomizer (true rock 
and roll credentials by any 
yardstick), Oderus has a brain 
transplant before each show, 
which explains some of the foggy 


background data. 


* Balsac—guitar. “The Jaws of 
Death.” Enjoys barbecue. Invented 
V.D. 


* Beefcake the Mighty—bass. “299 
tons of raw, unadulterated 
sensitivity.” Born on the planet 
Cholesterol. Ate the dinosaurs. 


* Flattus Maximus—gultar. “The 
gentle giant.” Gwar's sensitive, 
quiet side. Attributes his explosive 
guitar style to a strict diet of 
vegetarians. 


* Jizmak—drums. “The Gusher."” 
Balsac’'s brother. Specialties: 
beating. smashing, pounding. 
squashing. 


* Sexecutioner—Genius. Artist. “An 
epicurean of hedonist delight. a 
poet and reclusive devoted to the 
sexquisite task of sexterminating 
and sexperimenting all life on this 
planet.” 


* Slymenstra Hymen—GWAR 
Woman. Refused fleshy congress 
with GWAR, Oderus mated with the 
beast ape, and there you have it. 


* GWAR Slaves—Pathetic survivors 
of GWAR shows, must provide for 
GWAR's every fetid desire. Have 
much in common with Dark Horse 
production department. 


* Sleazy P. Martini—Manager. 
Former Reagan aide, discovered 
GWAR. Keeps them at bay with 
tons of crack cocaine. Host of 
GWAR game show,"Slaughter- 
ama.” impeccably groomed. 


As previously mentioned, 
GWAR has enemies, primarily 
Techno Destructo, a GWARIike 
denizen sent by the Master to 
destroy GWAR; and perhaps most 
heinous, Edna P. Granbow, a 
wheelchair-bound matron who 
leads the Morality Squad, an ultra- 
conservative organization 
dedicated to “preserve the moral 
figure of the youth of the nation.” 
Although Techno Destrutco has so 
far failed to slow GWAR’s 
domination of Earth, Granbow has 


scored several victories in her 
attempt to squelch GWAR. Several 
venues cancelled GWAR dates on 
their Summer 1990 U.K. tour; and 
on September 18, 1990 in Charlotte, 
North Carolina, Oderus himself was 
arrested for disseminating 
obscenity (mass murder iis 
apparently legal In Charlotte) 
specifically, “depiction of anal 
intercourse, masturbation, and 
excretory functions.” Adding Insult 
to Injury (or maybe it's the other 
way around), the police 
confiscated Oderus’ penis! 
Oderus was compelled to plead 
guilty to “exhibiting a harmful 
performance to minors” in order to 
have his genitals returned. 
Mecklenberg County District Judge 
Richard Boner gave Oderus a 
suspended sentence and banned 
GWAR performances in North 
Carolina for a year. A reflective 
Oderus commented, “We are 
disappointed by Judge Dick 
Boner's stiff decision.” (1 am not 
making this up! )Despite these 
minor annoyances, GWAR's global 
conquest continues unabated. 
Which brings us back to 
our story. GWAR was to return to 
Portland, and Dark Horse 
prepared its offerings. This time. 
GWAR was playing the Melody 
Ballroom, a voluminous hall able 
to encomapass the full GWAR 
extravaganza—as well as a much 
higher complement of body count. 


Anyway, all was ready. We had 
made arrangements to deliver up 
Chris Chalenor at a predetermined 
time during GWAR’s show, at which 
point he would be dragged 
onstage by several GWAR slaves 
and...well, all in good time. 

We arrived at the hall and 
were escorted into GWAR’s Inner 
sanctum. Knowing that GWAR 
would likely be in foul temper— 
always a good guess—we brought 
comics and animal bones (don't 
ask) to smooth GWAR’s constant 
rage. The scene backstage was 
far too vile to describe here, but 
needless to say. GWAR was In rare 
form. A problem was developing In 
our plan, however. Chris 
suspected that something was up, 
and that he might be that 
something. Since he had nof seen 
their show previously, he had no 
knowledge of GWAR’s true nature, 
so he assumed that he would be 
the butt of a mere Joke. Sfill 
wanting to see this “rock concert,” 
Chris—who always wears black— 
decided to sneak back to his 
dingy apaqrtment and change into 


attire that would never be 
associated with his well-known 
fashion sense. In such 


camouflaged garb, he could 
easily slip unnoticed into the 
teeming crowd and remain 
anonymous. Of course, he could 
not have imagined that by doing 
so, he was placing the rest of our 


"It seems every time i try to do something nice, I 
end up killing everybody.” 


lives in jeapardy. 

Luckily for us, his 
girlfriend, Rachelle, ratted him out. 

GWAR hit the stage to the 
blistering strains of “The 
Salaminizer,” and the room soon 
transformed Into a megadecibel 
charnel house: 


My life is a luxury—so filled 
with hate/I've got 50 slaves 
heaping maggéts on my 
plate./From my fortress in 
Antartica/I watch the world 


die/On my Sony Trina- 
tron/That's switched to 
Channel 5./Back on the 


troad—lit's no lie/Stupid fuck- 
ing humans pay money to 
die./Crushed in the pit/Nailed 
to the stage/I only suck the 
souls that are underage. 


Fountains of blood, gore, 
and other bodily fluids showered 


appeared, attacking GWAR in a 
flying wheelchair equipped with 
huge rotating saw blades! The 
relentless blitzkrieg of murder- 
metal was working in frequencies 
that disrupted human bowels, 
causing them to defecate 
spontaneously! f 
Finally, a huge meat 


- grinder was wheeled to the front of 


the stage. From behind the 
amplifiers, several GWAR slaves 
brought forward a struggling young 
man wearing a_e *ridicluous 
ensemble of pink and lime green. 
It was Chalenor, now fully aware of 
his fate, and with no possible 
avenue of escape! The slaves 
threw him into the maw of the 
massive utensil, and then began to 
turn its huge handle. To our 
astonishment, nothing happened! 
The grinder had inexplicably 
malfunctioned! Chalenor lived! 
GWAR was understandably 


"I don't know why you can't just pay us in crack." 


the audience as GWAR continued 
their cycle of decapitation, 
disembowelment, and death. The 
audience grew increasingly 
frenzied as the killing spree 
broadened. Edna Granbow herself 


confused—they 
confused, anyway—not knowing 
what to do with the gore-slicked but 
still ving production manager. 
Chris was quickly hustled offstage, 
and we could only imagine the 


are easily 


gruesome sentence awaiting him. 
The show moved forward, with 
audience members ritually 
slaughtered one-by-one. When 
Oderus slew a twelve-foot tall 
Tyranosaurus that had rumbled 
onstage, devouring several GWAR 
slaves, the savage carnival at last 
subsided. The surviving Dark 
Horse staff quickly retreated, 
cowering among the bodies and. 
bloody survivors, stinking into the 
night, hoping against all hope that 
GWAR would not require further 
sacrifice. 

Several days later, who 
should walk through the Dark 
Horse security gate than Chris 
Chaloner—alive, and still 
possessing all his appendages! 
His tale was stupefying: GWAR had 
kept him prisoner, planning to 
throw him into the repaired grinder 
during their Seattle engagement. 
But when Chris was once again 
deposited for rendering, the 
grinder again malfunctioned! 
GWAR was stunned! Seeing his 
survival as an omen of sorts, 
GWAR did what they had never 
done before—they spared his life! 
GWAR graciously allowed Chris to 
return to his mundane existence, 
with only the pledge that he 
oversee further Dark Horse GWAR 
tribute. 

Life Is indeed strange 
and wondrous. Chris Chalenor had 
turned from humiliated sausage 
fodder into an exalted presence in 
our midst. His shame had been 
miraculously transmuted into 
eternal glorious triumph. 

The irony was not lost on 
GWAR. 


For more information on 
GWAR, subscribe to Mind Control 
Monthly, the official uncensored 
word of GWAR. This newsletter is 
filled with subtle subliminal 
messages, “forcing you to think 
constantly about GWAR.” Six 
issues for ten dollars. Send 
money orders only to: 


Slave Pit, Inc. 
801 West Broad St. 2nd Floor 


Richmond, VA 23220 


WHOA HE Y/¥ 
HEY WHOA, 


lise 
Ay 
Vas 


MAKE YOURSELF 
COMFORTABLE , 
FRUIT CAKES WE'RE 
OIN’ DOWNTOWN, 


AWW 


~ 


: YES! THEY ARE Py vei ON THON 

4 Y, PLANET AS ON ALL AS i, THEY A 
THANK You. ; Ya THE = TRUE Big oar} THEIR 
0H Me /, 2 ma 


THEY HAVE SHAl ONCE THEY VISITED HE'S CRAZY CHIEF,/ » SLAV 
4) ae or HE eek NOS ANU BEEN GOIN’ ON LIKE TELL ME_MORE 


PLA FRIE Aa 
PAN. rue We RY In THE TROPICAL THAT EVER SINCE WE ABOUT, THIS 
PARADISE _THAT_WAS GOT HIM. GWAR. 
ONCE EGYPT: 


THE PHARAOH WAS ANGRY Ne 1. «6 
HE SAID THEY WERE A fle= Fars q ; 
Se < = 
AND KICKED % . x 5 


GOD: 
THEM OUT OF EGYPT. 


7 Pe | 
THEY BOUND THE 
PHARROHS IN SACRED 

SHIT RAGS. 

d 4 


a 


AND /N THEIR RAGE THEY 

BURIED. THE/W ALL UNDER 

HUGE PUES OF STONE, 
TAUNTI THEM 


THE ONE CALLED FLATTUS 
é CABBAGE 


iE 
HV YA 


7, 


YES, MOST OF THE GREAT 
NTS gNCIENT Anan 


THe SAHARA DESERT ACHIEVEME 
SS WERE THE RESULT: OF THE! 
RANDOM IMPULSIVENESS. 


JUST THE OVER THE CENTURIES 
FACTS, LaDy } THEY SHAPED Your woRLD. 
Godiva. 4 YET To THEM IT WAS 

AL GAME. 


LA 


Nite 


? © nw A 
Mit IN SEARCH OF 
‘“ DIVERSION THEY 


SY 


\ 


SRN 
REINS 
WO 


AND THE NEANDERTHALS 
BECAME EXTINCT 
IN THE SEASON FINALS, 


NYY 
BIR 


Re 7 3 
U yb 'S 
is Te 
ier 
ONCE, THEY WERE 
BUILDING A SUMMER COTTAGE 
"IN THE ™ Bur _ Gor 
D iN THEIR 


CONFUSED , Lost 
OWN OVERAMBITIOUS PLAN. 


Sry 


IN EARTH’S FIRST 
SPECTATOR SPORT, KING SEE ACTUAL 
MINOS THE CRETAN MADE Af VIRGINS AND YOUNG 

GWAR{ BOYS TORN APART; 
BY MY MINOTAURS: 


MY JOB IS SOLVING RIDDLES. 


—s >t —_——— 
-i 


A 


RIDDLES COME IN MANY SHAPES AND SIZES; 
BUT I'VE FOUND THAT IF YOU HIT THEM HARD 
ENOUGH THEY ALL BLEED EVENTUALLY. 


I'M HAVING MY WEEKLY : : YOU KNOW THE ROUTINE, 
BLOOD TRANSFUSION OF — > KALINA. IF SHE'S RICH: 
HIGH-ALCOHOL RESISTANT > yy SEND HER IN. IF SHE'S ) 
PLASMA, WHEN KALINA, I BEAUTIFUL, TAKE HER / 
MY ROBOTIC SECRETARY, E [ / NUMBER. 


BREEZES INTO THE OFFICE. IF SHE'S NEITHER, 


F >\ | 7 THROW HER TO THE 
YOU'VE GOTA Y 


| — \ CROCODILES. 
CLIENT: JOHNNY. D\ ; 


SHE GAYS IT'S A 
\Y Nor Quite, I'M soRRY 10 > 
INTRUDE, MR NEMO, BUT 
'M FROM FATHER ; 
BURGESS'S ORPHANAGE. 
THE ONE YOU STAYED AT AFTER 


MATTER OF LIFE 
AND DEATH. 
YOUR PARENTS HAD THE LAST 


iim 


SHE'S NEITHER, 
JOHNNY. BUT SHE'S 
NOT YOUR NORMAL 
TYPE OF CLIENT. 


$0 WHAT 
jet 
UTAN? M0 re oO 


o 


RIGHT NOW | NEEDED A NUN LIKE A STOMACH 


ULCER NEEDS METHYLATED SPIRITS. AS SHE 
Wg MOVED CLOSER | WAITED FOR THAT FAMILIAR 
Z SMELL THEY ALL WORE LIKE A AUSKY HALO... 
Z, 


WHAT'S WRONG, 
MR NEMO? CAN 
YOU SMELL 
SOMETHING ? 


~' 

GEE NO. NOT A THING. 
~7 MAYBE YOU SISTERS 
ARE USING A DIFFERENT 


Ye DEODORANT THESE DAYS! 


FATHER BURGESS NEEDS YOU. OUR 
ORPHANAGE I$ BEING THREATENED. 


SO SAY A PRAYER, SISTER. MY 
DIARY'S FULL~ AND | DON'T VAN. 
TAKE MICKEY | se 


FA MOUSE CASES...’ AR | es 


| THE NUN SEEMED 
TO TAKE THIS 


HMMM. CANCEL MY 


APPOINTMENTS, 
KALINA. 


I'M GOING TO 
SEE A PRIEST. 
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# POINT LOLA, MY ROLLS- 
ROYCE SKIMMER, DOWN 
TIER TO THE ORPHANAGE. 
IT WASN'T EVERY DAY | 
HAD A NUN IN MY OFFICE, 
AND | COULDN'T REMEMBER 
THE LAST TIME ONE OF 
THEM EXPLODED. 


.--CALL ME PARANOID, 
BUT | HAD THE FEELING 


THAT'S THE FIFTH 


1§ WEEK, JOHNNY 
SOMETHING STRANGE J THIS WEE OBVIOUSLY TRYING TO 


WAS GOING ON 


YOU'VE TAKEN 
PRECAUTIONS ? W 
» Y 


THE ONLY INVESTIGATOR WHO COULD 
CHARGE A BENEVOLENT ORPHANAGE 
FOR A JOB LIKE THIS WAS THE LOW. 
MORALLY BANKRUPT, COLD-HEARTED 


PIG VARIETY. 
S01 Wi 
IN LU 


AS 
CK. 
MY FEES AND 
CONDITIONS ARE i 
IN THIS 
conTRact. { TAKEITOR 
. LEAVE IT. 
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EXPLODING NUNS. 
\ PREPOSTEROLIS. 


DESTROY THE GOOD WORK 
WE DO FO 


R THESE 
UNDERPRIVILEGED WAIFS. 


ALL THE NUNS HAVE HAD MEDICALS. THE FOOD 
S$ CHECKED ON ARRIVAL: AS IS THE NEW 

ARDROBE OF HABITS. NO SIGN OF EXPLOSIVES, 
ET STILL THE BOMBARDMENT PERSISTS. 


a 
| NEED THE WORD 

FROM THE ORPHANA i] 

MANOR, KALINA. $0 I' 


GOING TO SWOON'S BAR. AN 
NY UF I'M NOT BACK IN 
}) 
KR 


TEN HOURS SEN 
SQ. THE STOMACH 
PUMPS. 


OUT 


AS WELL AS BEING AS TRUST- 
WORTHY AS A HERNIA AND 
HAVING A FACE THAT LOOKS 
LIKE IT'S INSIDE OUT. 'EARS' 
SWOON IS AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA 
OF ALL THAT IS CROOKED AND 
Dovey. 


NASTY, MY SON. | MEAN | 
LIKE VIOLENGE AS MUCH AS 
THE NEXT BLOKE, BUT THIS 
“a MALARKEY JS WELL 


(F YOU ASK ME, IT'S 
THE WORK OF A NUTTER. 


THERE'S A NEW GEEZER 
RUNNING THAT PATCH NOW. 
NAME OF MADMAN MCKANN. 
THEY SAY HE'S CRAZIER 
THAN A SCOTTISH 
BALLERINA. 
Pek e 


MAYBE HE FINKS AN a 
ORPHANAGE IS GIVING aaa Das 
HIS MANOR A BAD REP. a 


Px Ci 


a ih 


df i 


rs 


: a 
SS 
~ 


TA 


IN 


CHEERS, EAR 
I'LL PAY HIMA 
LITTLE VISIT. 


a 


ER, ONE MORE THING, EARS. 


WHAT t$ SO CRAZY ABOUT A 
SCOTTISH BALLERINA ? 


BUT |T SOUNDS BLEEDING 
AMBIDEXTROUS: DUNNIT ? 


CU I OL 

I FIND MCKANN'S HOLE ABOUT HALE A MILE FROM THE [a7 | 9500 OO = = 
ORPHANAGE. THE USUAL CROP OF TOY BOYS GUARD 

THE DOOR, TRYING TO LOOK HARD BY FINGERING 

THEIR SHOOTERS AND FLOBBING THEMSELVES STUP 


I OPT FO 
DIRECT 
U a, 
~£8 -—____& 
= ay 


Ss 


if Aa 


I'M GOING FOR MCKANN. GIVE ME 

COVER, LOLA — BUT JAKE IT EASY. 

{ DON'T WANT THE WHOLE 
BUILDING ON MY HEAD. 


ANYTHING YOU 
SAY: JOHNNY. 


7 


- 


4 


‘ 


{ DON'T THINK YOU QUITE | WANT TO BE 
LOVED, 


GRASP THE MEANING OF THE 
\ ' f SHUT LOLA UP WITH A SWIFT 
Tae Soccer BOOT TO THE CHASSIS. ANYONE PUSSBRAIN. 
| THINK YOU CONFUSE WOULD THINK THE STUCK-UP 
|T WITH ‘DESTROY EVERYTHING CRATE HAD BEEN HAND-BUILT 
IN SIGHT. BY EVELYN WAUGH... 


r SORRY, JOHNNY, 


ROLLS ROYCE 

SKIMMER. I'MA 
THOROUGHBRED. 
AND THEREFORE 
HIGHLY STRUNG 
AND EXCITABLE... 


Wy 
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LL SKIP HOW | TRY TO MAKE M¢KANN 
ADMIT HE'S BEHIND THE EXPLODING 
NUNS. [T GETS TOO MESSY AND | 
DON'T KNOW ALL THE CORRECT 
ANATOMICAL TERMS. ANYWAY, IT 


IN TEN SECONDS THIS ROPE H 
rm WILL BREAK, MADMAN. YOU'D 

BETTER COME LUP-WITH 

SOMETHING BEFORE THEN. 


PULL ME UP... 

|... 1 DON'T 
KNOW 

ANYTHING... 


PLEASE! I'M 
NOT EVEN THAT 
7 MAD. IT'S AN ACT. 
MY PARENTS WERE 
JEHOVAH'S 
WITNESSES... 


am is 


wan’ {} 
Ceo 
= 
meyer «YEAH. THERE'S THAT. 
. ANY MORE LEADS? 


THAT FATHER BURGESS PHONED. 
SAID ANOTHER TWO HAVE 
DETONATED. 

PINT OF THE 


SIMILAR ? 


AH. SORRY ABOUT 
THAT, MCKANN. 
DID | SAY TEN 
SECONDS ? 


POPE OF CROYDON. 

HE HATES THESE 
ESTABLISHMENT 
CAFFLICKS. 


4 YEAH. MCKANN HAD 
NOTHING TO DO WITH IT, 
: SWOON. 


fy CLAIMS A DIRECT 
DESCENDANCY FROM 
A EMPEROR CALIGULA 


WELL: LEAST IT'S 
ANOTHER PSYCHO OFF 
THE STREETS, JOHNNY. 
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[TOLD SWOON HE HAD THE MORALS 
OF A POLITICIAN. THIS HE DIDN'T 
AFRAID I'VE NO MORE SEEM TO MIND. 
SUGGESTIONS, JOHNNY. WAY | SEE IT: 
RUNNING A PUB AND BEING IN 
POLITICS IS PRETTY SIMILAR. 


S$ 

PLASTERED, AN WE BOTH KEEP DISHING UP 
FORGET ALL RANCID OLD SWILL, AND JOE 
ABOUT IT. PUBLIC KEEPS LAPPING IT UP. 
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THERE'S ONLY ONE THING | HATE 
MORE THAN A BARMAN WHO'S A 
PHILOSOPHER. AND THAT'S A 

PHILOSOPHER WHO'S NOT A 


YES, JOHNNY. 
ANOTHER NUN HAS 
EXPLODED, AND 

FATHER BURGESS 
SAYS HE'S LOSING 
HI§ FAITH. * 

a — 

THOUGH WHETHER 
HE MEANT IN GOD 
OR JN YOU: HE 
DIDN'T SAY. 


Al MOTH BANGS AGAINST THE 
WINDOW: TRYING TO GET AT 
THE LIGHT. JUST LIKE ME. 
BANGING MY HEAD. TRYING 
TO GET AT THE ANSWER. 


KALINA GIVES ME A TIBETAN 
EAR MASSAGE WHILE | TRY TO 
WORK IT OUT. | KEEP HITTING 
THE RIDDLE, BUT THE SOD 


REFUSES TO BLEED. 


AND THEN THE ANSWER 
HITS ME. ON THE HEAD. AND 
| KNOW. | KNOW WHY THE 
NUN DIDN'T HAVE A MUSKY 
HALO. | KNOW HOW THE NUNS 
ARE EXPLODING. I'M A 
» GENIUS. 
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ANY JOY. JOHNNY ? 


END. BACK AT 
SQUARE UNO. 


— 


SN 
| a 


(—1 DON'T KNOW 
WHERE WE GET 
THEM. OUR CLEANER, 
MR MUSGRAVE, 
DEALS WITH THAT... 


GOOD. I'LL BE 
BACK SOON. IN 
THE MEANTIME, 
MAKE SURE THE 


ALL RIGHT, MUSGRAVE. 
I'M GOING TO ASK YOU TO 


COME ALONG QUIETLY. 


AND THEN WHATEVER 
YOU DO, I'M GOING TO 
DAMAGE YOU ANYWAY. 


A 


AS 
STONE THE } | $0.NOW COMES THE BORING BIT WHERE | EXPLAIN IT ALL. 
CROWS. «| REMEMBERED THAT THAT DISTINCTIVE MUSKY SMELL 
CAME FROM THE MOTH BALLS THE NUNS USED ON 


THEIR HABITS. 


MIE FIRST NUN, $O THERE WERE NO 


a y MOTH BALLS. WHICH MEANT 
oan THEY WERE USING SOMETHING 
. ELSE THEY THOUGHT WERE 
MOTH BALLS. 


ACTUALLY, A SMALL DEVICE THAT SLOWLY 


EMITS AN EXPLOSIVE GAS. WHEN MIXED 


WITH FRESH AIR, IT EVENTUALLY 
EXPL 


WY BUT WHY? WHY 
MUSGRAVE? WHY SHOULD 
A CLEANER WANT TO 
KILL NUNS? 


DES. 


YOU COULD SAY HE DON'T ASK ME ABOUT THE PSYCHOLOGY. MAYBE IT 
WAS HABITUALLY WAS TOILET TRAINING. MAYBE HE WAS THE 
INSANE. HE REINCARNATION OF MOTHER TERESA. IT'S NOT MY 
WANTED TO BEA PROBLEM. 
NUN. HEASKED WELL: JOHNNY. YOU'VE 

YOU ABOUT IT, BUT SAVED THE ORPHANAGE! A 

YOU LAUGHED AT FEW MORE EXPLODING 

HIM. HE THOUGHT NUNS AND WE WOULD 
THAT IF WOMEN HAVE HAD TO CLOSE 
COULD BE PRIESTS, 

MEN COULD BE 


IF ALL YOUR NUNS WERE j , : 

GONE YOU'D HAVE TO ": : +f FATHER. I'LL HAVE MY 
SCRAPE THE BARREL. f “I. MONEY NOW. AND | 
AND LET HIM BE ONE. shy ONLY ACCEPT CASH. 
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MCKANN'S GANG AND PRAYSLEY'S 
CHOIRBOYS. BUT THEY HADN'T 
FORGOTTEN ABOUT ME. THEY 
WANTED REVENGE. 


Xe 


AND | WON'T EVEN 
cHARGE YOU FOR MV 
UNDRY BILL. 
Yvon... \/ BaD Luck, ( 
JOHNNY..MY Y FATHER. BUT 


ORPHANAGE. DON'T WORRY. 


I-IT'S ('M_A DECENT 
DESTROYED! SORT. 


YOU CAN PAY 
ME BY CHEQUE. 
TOMORROW. 
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HI, FOLKS, ee 
IN EARLY LUNCH FROM 
ork AT THE OLD RECORD 
SHOP, SO I'M GOING TO 
GIVE PIPPA A SURPRISE 
INTHE BOOKSHOP Ff 
HERE. 


come ON IN! 


but at least 
not sniffing gh 
- ge. 

Me 2 Pippa have get 
neat jobs now, so 
We can aft 
wre hf 
a whk. ia 

Love MEE your dear 
‘ av ght 
{Atoms “Elizahedy 


miner on 5. Love Sea 
Cots 


7 
HAVE You GoT 
“FLYFISHING' BY YoU KNOW FoR A ee ae 
“EN comes, UE : Lovet 
: = i 
WY YEH, | WAS THINKING 
WE COULD Go DOWN To 


TLS 7 
ogi FIFTY copies, Liz - 
THE PARK FOR LUNCH, 


WHAT BRINGS YOU HERE 
$0 EARLY? 


CONSIDERING 
WE'VE NOT HAD A 
SINGLE SOLITARY 
CUSTOMER HERE 
\N THREE YEARS, 
CAN | HAVE AN 

EARLY LUNCH Z 
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iA 
IF You SHUT Your EYES 
AND -BUNG UPYouR EARS 
You COULD ALMOST 
NEARLY BE IN THE 
COUNTRYSIDE / 


\T SURE IS 
NicE To BE 


ALL WE NEED Now IS 
LITTLE BIRDIES SINGING, 
COWS CHOMPING On THE GRASS, 
A BABBLING BRookK PERHAPS... 


NOT ONLY A BLOODY 
SPACESHIP, L1Z- BUT 
A BLOODY RUSSIAN 
YfPremsoro wara % SPACESHIP ! COMPLETE 
K CORPOBMBHHUaM | WITH A REAL LIVE 
MexAY caMbim Ha COSMONAUT ! 


HaceneHns cBa3b 1 
WecteAecht 7 LOOKIT THAT? 


S'A BLOODY Br i 
SPACE SHIP,// <= Hi 


iid 
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CBA3b 6E3 
UCKMOXEHHS ITO 
SbiH NPOKNBAKY 
WHERE AM 1 7 


Vel TELL YOU, 
LEONID — WE'RE 
GONNA GIVE You SucH 
AGOOD TIME HERE 
You'tt NEVER WANT 
TO GO HOME/ 


V THIS 1S BRITAIN, N 
COMRADE - 
RULING THE WAVES, 2 
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WE CAN STAY HERE 
ALL AFTERNOON, 
“THEN THERE's A 
GROOVY PARTY 
AT MONTANA'S 
PLACE TONIGHT. 
WE'LL GIVE OUR 
SONIET SIDE KICK 
THE TIME OF 
HIS LIFE / 


WINE O'clock ... 


THER ToC 


OpenTY,, 
lonetcn nih Ha 
MonHns cBe3n! 
dorokonur Ana 

COYTHMKH / 


PAST YER MAN!. You GOTTA Y 

BEDTIME ,IS IT 7 MEET MONTANA— HER Y 

COME ON , YURI, <= f BOYFRIENDS 4 PoP- ff 

DON'T CRASH . b y STAR! DO You HAVE 

OUT ON US : ‘3 2 
Yet: 


MONTANA THIS 1S Ry CHARMED I'M SURE 
VLADIMIR HE'S A REAL DEFECTING IN NO-TIME 
LIVE RUSSIAN COSMONAUT 
WHO LANDED ON OUR 

LUNCH TODAY, 


HEY HEY 
Mg. SPACEMAN, 
WHO WERE You 
RINGING? 


id 


(i 


OH, 1 RING MY 
MOTHER. SHE 


HAA TpETeHO WORRY MILLIONS 
“epphToPHiK Wapas x OF KITTENS 
3EMHOTO PIPPA OHM P 
ELIZABE TA, cYTHAK 4 SINCE 1 GONE. 
aenmyaneca 
Cee 


REALLY 7 


7oO 


WHERE \S FAMOUS vecoceay ? , 

AND HEROIC sovieT omadaet IRRESPONSIBLE 

COSMONAUT 7 CORSE me! WESTERN GIRLS! THIS 
MAN WAS TEN YEARS IN 
“TRAINING - NOW You 


By MoxeT! OHM HE 
MS CocTOAHMM SPEHNH 
KOCMUYECKMA Gb B 


: 
"GEORGI ! WHAT HAPPENED To You 7" 
2° Boy! THESE BRITISH GIRLS SURE KNOW 


GOSH! WHAT LOOKS LIKE THE KGB 
Fea torsonaur CAME AND. TOOK HIM 
CHUM ? 4, — IT CERTAINLY 
WASN'T HIS ’ 
LOVING mom! 


EVER THOUGHT Vu CERTAINLY 
ABOUT ea ad BEAR IT IN MIND... 
LIZ 2 : 


f cAN YOU 
GET HOME 
OK? 


CAN |GET 
You A PRINK? 


WOULD You bs 
LIKE To DANCE? : E 3 WouLDd ¥ 
? Ou 
LIKE See 
MY ETCHINGS? 


COMING FOR 
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OH, | REMEMBER! 
WHAT A NIGHTS! 


SOME PEOPLE HAVE MMM! HE SHOULD 
'! 


TSHIRTS WITR THEIR 
Fb ah teh BE So LUCKY... 


Wyd 
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AS fork THE BILLS 
AND CHEQUE Book 
=WELL I CAN BARDLY 
CALL HIM MR PROCTER, 
ESQ- CAN I? 


NEVER MIND.--- ITS 


US HERES A Lovely 
NoT THAT MUCH OFA 


CUP OF TEA 
TREVOR, LOVE. 


BUT MY NAMES 
BARRY! Trevor’s 


My BROTHER - HE 
SHARES THE 
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7. 


IWIGHT CANVASSING 
CAN BE A FUNNY 
OLD GAME- SOME 
PEOPLE ARE EASY 
CONVERTS -— 
OTHERS REQUIRE 
A CITTZT LE 

PERS VASION— 


SIR- WE ARE 
CALLING ON 
PEOPLE INTHIS 
NEIGHBOURHOOD 
TO DIScuss 
PASSAGES 
FROM THE 
GOOD Book! 


PSsiR,ARE You 
HAVING 
DIFFICULTIES 
WITH YOUR 
READINGS ? 
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1 CAN ASSURE 
You SIR,THIS 
IS NO JOKE / 


"’SiR-You % 

HAVE ONE j 
ATTITUDE 
PROBLEM-— 


N- MAN - 
Youee MAKING 

E V ] 
: ANGRY £ 


IN 
oUBLED 
T ROITMES ? 
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I'VE BEEN DOWN HERE FOR DAYS. WHAT DO THEY WANT ? THEY SAY NOTHING | THEY GIVE ME NO CLUE AS TO 
WHAT POSSIBLE REASON IS THERE TO HOLD ME ? THEIR MOTIVATIONS. WHAT DID | DO ? 


| CAN'T SEE THEIR FACES, BUT | KNOW THEY ARE THERE. THE ROPES DIG INTO MY WRISTS AND ANKLES, BUT [LL 
THEY'LL LIVE TO REGRET THIS ! SOON USE THESE ROPES TO STRANGLE MY CAPTORS ! 


THE CHAIR ARM IS YIELDING TO MY PRESSURE. IT WILL DEATH WILL COME CRAWLING FROM MY EMPTY STOMACH 
SOON GIVE AND IT WILL HELP ME OBTAIN MY FREEDOM | BEFORE | GIVE IN TO THESE DEMONS ! 
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THE LIGHT BEGINS TO SWAY. I$ THIS ANOTHER ONE OF THEIR DIABOLICAL TORTURES 7 
THE ROOM EXPANDS UNDER THIS MOVEMENT OF LIGHT AND NEW SIGHTS FILL MY SENSES. 


TO MY RIGHT THE SPLASH OF LIGHT MOMENTARILY SHOWS THE LIQUID HAS A STRANGE SHEEN. WHAT DOES 
A BUCKET AND A MOP. WHAT CAN THEY BE HERE.FOR ? THE BUCKET CONTAIN ? 


TO MY LEFT IS A CONCRETE WALL. BUT THE WALL 
AND THE FLOOR ARE SPLATTERED WITH... WHAT ? WHAT OTHERS HAVE SUFFERED IN THIS PLACE | 


MY EMPTY STOMACH )LURCHES }) AT THE THOUGHT OF 
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IN FRONT OF ME A STAIRWAY IS ILLUMINED. 
FREEDOM | IF ONLY | CAN REACH IT. 


| SWING THE CHAIR ARM IN A WIDE SWATH, 
WRECKING HAVOC ON MY CAPTORS ! 


LEAPING TO THE STAIR, | TAKE THE STEPS 
TWO AT A TIME. RACING TOWARD FREEDOM ! 


3 


THE CHAIR ARM GIVES WAY TO MY PRESSURE ! 


| HEAR THEIR PAIN AS | FREE MYSELF 
FROM THEIR RESTRAINTS. 


THE DOOR AT THE TOP OF THE STAIR YIELDS. 
IT OPENS | 
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SO THERE YOU ARE, 
FRANZ ! YOUR DINNER 
IS ALMOST READY. 


WATCH FOR MORE 
ADVENTURES OF... 


YOUNG 
KAPKA 


WRITTEN AND DRAWN .BY BRIAN IVERSON 


FROM CAIRO TO KARACHI 

.FROM ADIS ABEBA TOAL BAS 

SPANS THE UNITED STATES OF 

EASTERN ARABIA, THE RICHEST 

AND MOST POWERFUL NATION LAST STOP ONTHE TRAN- SINAI 
ON EARTH. EXPRESS FROM ZAGAZIG, 


ST UP THE Ro b 
igar pay he : IS THE GREAT METROPOLIS 
; => OF THE EAST. BAGHDAD 


HERE, ON THE WEST BANK, 
1S THE ANANCIAL CENTRE OF 
THE WORLD, IN BAGHDAD 
BUSINESS IS BIG BUSINESS 


Look PLEASE You 
DON'T VNDERSTAND 


ON THE EAST BANK OF THE 
RIVER TIGRIS IS BAGDAD, 
THE CULTURAL , INTELLECTUAL 
AND SPIRITUAL CENTRE OF 
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SHUT YOUR FACE,You ) Bhai avy 
, VE BEENATTHIS JEN MISE 
POMPOUS PRAT ! COMPANY | YEARS vb are 


CCOVNTING | 1} 


THEN YOUCOME ALONG, 

ALL SYRUPY SUCKLING YoU WENT Too 

SMILES AND PoMPOVS FAR THIS TIME,You 

PARTY ETIQUETTE,,, ; LITTLE PONCE 
= 


You Took MY PROMOTION AND 
NOW YOURE GOING TO PAY! 


You SEE,UNTIL You 
CAME ALONG HEAD 
OF SUB-BRANCH 
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PEOPLE USED TO CALL POLICE 
EXCUSE ME, PEOPLE POLICE PEOPLE. TODAY, 
SORRY TO BUTT IN IN GAGHDAD, PoLIce PEOPLE 
BUT (S SOMETHING ARE NOT CALLED POLice PEOPLE 
AMISS 2 THEY ARE CALLED — 0 
} « TENSION REMOVERS 


(VE JVST BEEN CHEATED 
OUT OFA PROMOTION BY 
AN UPWARDLY MOBILE 
LITTLE GIT ANDPM =f | PECIDED ON ATWO 
MERELY ADMINISTERING STAGE OPERATION ,,, 
Jvostice! 


y 


a 
— 
Nine tow WHERE THE FIRST OF WHICH IS 


MORE OR LESS COMPLETE § 
R 1 3 
ee a = AMBUSHING , COERCION ete 


THE SECOND INVOLVED 
>. SHOOTING AT HIM, 
Shad, See TT . 


a 
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COWERING BY THE EDGE oF 
THE ROoF OF THIS EXTREMELY 
TALL BUILDING THE GUNFIRE 
MAY CAUSE HIM TO LOSE HIS 
BALANCE AND FALL-To HIS 
VERY PROBABLE DEATH! 


Is'NT THAT SORT OF LIKE 
MURDER OR SOMETHING ¢ 


WELL YES, NORMALLY IT WOULD BE 
BuT SINCE THATIWAS AN ESCAPED 
PSYCOPATHIC SHAPE—CHANGING 
SPACE-ALIEN NHICH TAKES ON 
THE FORM OF ITSVICTIMS AND 


Looks LIKE PLLGET 
NOT WHO YOU THOUGHT IT WAS. 


THAT PROMOTION AFTER ALL. 
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«or YET EVEN HERE 
: THE SPECTRE OF 
8 THIS 15 NUKE Cit... A PARADISE, CRIME ZAISE $ 
A VERITABLE HAVEN OF PEACE IT'S UGLY HEAD., 
IN A TURBULENT WORLD... 


OKAY BALDY, HAND 
OVER ALL YouR 
DOSH,,. AN' NO 
TRICKS, WERE 
MEDICAL STUDENTS! 


i+ L SHOULD HAVE KNOWN, 
(T'S WEDNESDAY,,, IT'S 
ANYTHING CAN HAPPEN 
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. Love, INSPIRATION, 
AN’ WaBBLY BITS< 
PAILEEN Y 


jinoun : 


NNN \. 


ALRIGHT, You 
MAMMARY GLANDS, 
SAY YOUR PLAYERS, 
You'ke ABOUT TO 
TASTE ATOMIC 
sustice {if 


eee 


SURLENDEL !! 
vo SHETI 


of 


AHH!...1 LOVE THE 

SMELL OF THERMO- he 
NUCLEAR DESTRUCTION 
IN THE MORNING... 
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THINKS: SIGH : 
OH ATOMIC BABY 
I'D Love To 

CHANGE YOuR 
NAPPIES... a 


GORRA_ITS 
Nu! 


ARLI 


WHO 15 THIS 
WEIRD LOOKING 


JoBBY?... 


FANCY A QUICK 
ENEMA? 


| 


I AM THE MASTER MIXER 
OF THE MOLECULAR MATRIX... 
om, - AM...AHSO PICASSO!! 


x 
: ¥ AND I HAVE MADE 
Bae YOU BEAUTIFUL !! 


© ROB MORAN: '84 
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name WHAT! J 


Done HERE--* 
p 
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WHAT CRIMES? WHEN 
HAVE I EVER HADA 
Go AT THE REST 

oF HUMANIT 4? 


MOST PEOPLE 


ARE ASSHOLES, 


ANYWAY! 


Hugo, GET OFF! 
You'Re PISSED 
AS A NEWT! 


But THAT'S NoT FAIR! 1 Diep Too 
YounG/ I DIDN'T HAVE A CHANCE 
To WRITE MUCH, LET ALONE GET IT 
PUBLISHED! 


Not THEM...YOUR OWN HUMANITY! 
4ou'RE ON TRIAL FOR BEING A 
CRAP AND BANAL PERSON FOR 
Att YouR DAYS! ALL YoU EVER 
DID WAS DRINK A LoT ANP 
COMPLAIN AND PRETEND 

To BEA WRITER! 


DEPRESSED... 
=th 


NAH, I CAN‘T Come OUT~ 
T'VE GOT Too MUCH 
WORK TO DO.-- 


WHO SAID LIFE WAS FAIR 7 ANY- 
WAY, IT’S TOO LATE NOW.-- You've 
BLOWN IT! HUGO TATE... I FIND 


You --- 
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THE SCREEN 
OF TRUTH 
WILL SHOW US 
EVIDENCE 
RECORDED BY 
A CAMERA 
HIDDEN BEHIND 
YouR OWN 


= Z 
HAW!/Z'M A 

MUCH BETTER 
WRITER THAN 
THis FOOL! 
T GoTTA TRY 
AND GeT SOME 
sTure 
PUBLISHED. 


HUGo TATE... 
You ARE Now 
ON TRIAL FoR 
Your CRIMES 
AGAINST 
HUMANITY | 


THE PROOF 
_ OF Your 
BEHAVIOUR 


GOING To THE BAR, 
RUFUS? GET Us 
'NOTHER PINT IN 

B'FORE LAST ORDERS, 


WILLYA? 


I Must 
HAVE HAO 
SOME 
REDEEMING 
FEATURES/ 


4 HUGO TATE ...4ouR Sout 1S SENTENCED To -»* GOODBYE, Hugo TATE --- 


THAT DANTE NEVER EVEN DREAMED of --- , 
Ning Zi SAS nh 
hap Ai Maat 

@ — 


YM MMM tt:44, 


TIn-l =| 

ba = ore 
i} 

aly 


Flogging a Dead Horse | 


Remember when you could 
look forward to your favorite 
serialized story in Dark Horse 
Presents being spun-off into its 
own title? Concrete, Trekker, 
Homicide, Race of Scorpions, 
and even Roachmill made the 
leap from the pages of DHP to 
their own series or specials. Think 
those good old days are gone 
forever? Think again! 


This past year we've taken 
| giant steps forward in the range 
| and quality of material featured in 
| DHP—stories like Frank Miller's 
| Sin City, Matt Wagner's The 
Aerialist, and Stephen Cstoras 
and Stefano Gaudiano’s 
Harlequin, have all struck 
| significant chords with their 
readers. And while we'll still 
showcase the occasional licensed 
feature—tike Aliens or 
Predator—Dark Horse remains 
committed to being the number 
one publisher of creator-owned 
comics. We're also committed to 
keeping our readers on their toes. 
-For that reason, you can expect a 
number of exciting new series to 
spring from the fertile pages of 
your favorite anthology over the 
course of the next year. 


Which exciting new series? 
Well, in no particular order: Eddie 
Campbell's erudite and inebriated 
Bacchus has already taken the 
plunge into his own miniseries, 
Deadface: Doing the Islands 
With Bacchus (issue #3 of which 
is on sale this month); writer 
John Arcudi and artists Tony 
Atkins and Paul Guinan are 
teaming for an Aliens story that 
will introduce the upcoming four- 
issue series Aliens: Genocide, by 
Arcudi and artists Damon Willis 
and Karl Story; Anina Bennett 
and Paul Guinan’s beautiful, 
brainy, and dangerous 


Sin City™ & © 1991 Frank Miller. 
All rights reserved. 


Heartbreakers (who recently 
concluded a three-issue run in- 
DHP) will be rocketing your way 
next spring in their own limited 


~ series; after the current “Violent 


Marv” story runs its course, Frank 
Miller has plans for a number of 
stand-alone stories set in the 
corrupt metropolis of Sin City, 
and, finally, a guy by the name of 
John Byrne is introducing the 
world to a group of youngsters 
known as The Next Men who'll be 
starring in their own monthly color 
series! 


*-from Rick Geary; new Homicide 


Now, with all of these new 
series spinning out of the pages of | 
Dark Horse Presents, you might 
think there'd be no room left for 
other features. Well, you might . 
think that, but you'd be wrong..In 4 
upcoming issues of DHP you'll be } 
getting monthly doses of humor 


stories by John Arcudiand Gray | 
Morrow—plus The Creep, a 
Homicide spin-off from Arcudi * 
and Dale Eaglesham; the star- /* 
spanning misadventures of Earth 
Boys, by Cliff Biggers, Brett 
Brooks, and Dave Johnson 
(making the universe unsafe for 
just about everyone!):; the | 
continuing sagas of The Aerialist 

by Matt Wagner and Sin City by 
Frank Miller, and even an 
appearance by our most famous 
charter member, Paul Chadwick's 
Concrete! 


———— 


| could go on, but modesty (and 
lack of space) prevents me. I'll just 
end things with a word to the 
wise: miss an issue of Dark Horse 
Presents at your own peril! 
-Randy Stradley 
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